TO MRS.  COAXES.                         423
sent off to you a republication of one of niy books,
which contains some new matter, and would, I
thought,  interest you.    Now comes your letter,
which I am glad to receive, though it tells me of
your grandmother's death.    I remember her per-
fectly.    She was a woman of great vigour of mind,
and it was a pleasure to me to make her acquaint-
ance.    One should try to bring oneself to regard
death as a quite natural event, and surely in the
case of the old it is not difficult to do this.    For
my part, since I was sixty I have regarded each
year, as it ended, as something to the good beyond
what I could naturally have expected.    This sum-
mer in America I began to think that niy time was
really coming to an end, I had so much pain in my
chest, the sign of a malady which had suddenly
struck down in middle life, long before they came
to my present age, both my father and grandfather.
I feel sure that the Philadelphia lecture had nothing
to do with it.    I do not think I enjoyed any days
in America more than those I spent with you at
Germantown; the heat did not oppress me and the
beauty of your vegetation was a perpetual pleasure.
Shall I ever forget your Pennsylvania tulip-trees?
But the American summer I found trying, and I
cannot resist the conviction that the climate does
not suit the heart-trouble which I undoubtedly
have 5 the tendency to pain in the chest diminished
as soon as I went on board ship to return home;
and now, in the friendly air of this dear, stupid
old country, it has almost entirely disappeared.    I
am not likely, therefore, to attempt America again,